108                           TO HIS MOTHER.
Genoa they look just about the height of our West-
morland mountains, and are really not much
higher; they are also bare nearly to the foot, as
ours are, and not unlike in shape. The colour is
the great difference. The next morning the two
little girls and I drove to the Church of Santa
Maria di Carignano, from the top of which there
is a celebrated view of Genoa. It was the first
tower they had been up, but the steps are the
broad, easy steps of Italy, not the dark, narrow
staircase of a Gothic tower. They were as much
enchanted as their dear grandpapa's grandchildren
ought to have been, and we could have stayed there
for ever. The Mediterranean was quite calm, with
ships moving gently in all directions over it, and
all the Baviera by which we had come was before
us, just a few lines and spots of snow on the upper
part of the mountains. Then we went to get money,
to take tickets, to lunch at the famous Cafe, and
finally to one of the palaces as a specimen of the
rest, the one where the pictures are best. I had
seen all the palaces, and knew it would tire my
companions to death to go the round in one day.
We dined at the five o'clock table d'hdte, and at
seven in the evening we started for R,ome. We
have circular tickets, which oblige us to be at
Milan in forty days from our leaving Genoa, but
give us entire freedom as to where we stop, and
how long, and we gain immensely by paying all in
one sum at once. We decided to give up Naples,
partly because of the expense of extending our
journey, partly because it leaves something to be